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" What about that glacier face? " I said presently.
" I don't think we'll drift on to that.53
" Well, the wind's that way."
" We've a good holding ground. We shan't drag as long
as the weather keeps like this.5'
" Supposing it doesn't. Supposing it blows a gale from
the west? "
" We must just hope it won't that's all."
" If it blows the other way we go on to those bergs."
"Oh, shut up!"
That night it was bitterly cold. An icy chill struck up
from the floor boards and through the bulkheads of the cabin.
The hatch was tightly closed. It was pitch dark. There
was a kind of freezing fug, a chilled airlessness.
" I say. , . . Are you awake? "
c< Yes."
" Have you ever shivered like this before? "
" No.    Never felt anything like it.    I can't stop."
" I've an idea. Suppose wre lie end for end on the bench
and keep each other warm."
I placed myself with my head against the forward bulk-
head of the cabin using my sea-boots as a pillow. I pushed
my stockinged feet under the Doctor's body on either side of
him. He, with his head against the after bulkhead, lay with
his feet in their thick socks under my armpits beneath my
heavy coat on either side of me. The boy, in an awkward
and grotesque curve, lay half on the bench on the other side
of the cabin and half thwartships on the end bench. He
placed his feet beneath my shoulders. Lying thus in a
string, like a tableau vivant of a Bacchanalian orgy, it was
fantastically uncomfortable, odorous but warm. Yet still,
though no longer so cold, we shivered as with an ague and
our teeth chattered, rattling a tattoo in our heads. Mathe-
son and Walker kept watch on deck all night, one relieving
the other every two hours. Sometimes one of the rest of us
kept watch with them to make more room on the benches.